
LOVE 









This, the sixth fucking issue of the Love Shovel 
Review, specifically highlights the work generated 
during the 2015 Beyond Academia Free Skool 
Summer Poetry Camp. The reader will note within 
numerous open & closed corpse collaborations, found 
poems, song, emulations both specific & vague, 
supplications to deity, rants & sonnets, flash fiction, 
verb haiku... - such wondrous results burbling, from 
the prompts of our stellar crew of BAFS instructors. 
These pieces all occurred during two weeks in July, 
in a temporary autonomous community, high in the 
mountains. Around here “Wouldn’t You?” turns into 

"MeToo!” 
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I was reaching for mustard and felt flesh. 

It was viscerally exciting, want a pretzel? 

Did I finger you? 

No, you did not finger me. 

I imagine it’s like a squirrel’s spine. 

Mighty Jaws. 

Patience is for the French! 

She birthed a pine cone! 

It actually came out my ass. 

Guarding his one-inch fire. 

Winter is coming. 

I think Miles Davis’ skeleton just shat himself. 

You’re gonna want to hire a bondsman to fix this. 

We be like training dolphins to carry our money islands 
away. 

I can’t tell if they’re chipping firewood or engaging in a 
blood ritual. 

Both. 

It’s a really intense game of ping-pong. 

It’s Marcus punching himself in the balls. 
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Fuckable Corpse 


Herald, a mountain lion street grease roar 
struts by on Sunday morn. 

Curled paws slip into the honeypot. 

Jowls dripping from each corner, ravishing 
insane with hunger crawls low 
in the cave of worms, lion slick your serpent body, 
an oil slick symphony of whisker, sinew and appetite 
meat fracturing teeth 
gasps with every gulp 
comatose 

I eat my own young 

and like my paws clean, eager to start anew. 

Fuck off. I’m eating. 

I like my meals still moving, never a dull moment, 
work to see her smile. 

She combs my mane with her incisors. 

Hakuna Mattata, motherfuckers. 

I’s gonna eat you now. 
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Sweet Hollow Void 

1 am Goddess of Center, 
of backbone, 

of creatures who watch in the night 
I am your daydream fantasy nightmare 
Here to throw you 
off-kilter 

Hear me, fear me, succumb to me 
I am sweeter than honey dripping off of 
bee-stung lips 
I am ginger and cinnamon 
My essence is black velvet 
I am Dark Mother 


l 


Bellydancer beat dripping down hips, thighs 

Slither into my skin 

Wear me like a glove 

Fill my belly, my womb, my portal 


with your kundalini 
Saturn is feeding 
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Invocation 



Come in stinger or bird come in breath 
Come in smokestick gaseous anomaly come 
burning mountain come air come ass 
come bloody puncture I accept you. 

Come kerosene come sweat smell come 
wilderness array I am ready take me 
with you. Come grass and take me 
dry out take me earth and endless 
river take me death take me but not 
today. Come in mother's milk come in 
father’s eye come tunic and come dress 
come firetrucks of the goddess come in, 
come in, and take me, take me, take me 




































ROUND ROBIN _ 

a group editing experiment: original by Cat Frances, 
rewrite by Calum, rewrite by Thomas Ivory, Jr., final 
rewrite (appears below) by Mark “Hounddog” Curd 


and so i came '«JL- . A 

surrendered, nude, to wicked JL 
blades of grass, I 

as fevers rise to snap flags of skin, * 
sewn, torn, rendered 
by scepters of thorn, 
the sanctity of lords and maiden saints 
bleeding between orange sun 
and green armies, 

jubilant j 

beneath tobacco halos 

and razor sharp word balloons 

woven by webs of Chaos meditation 1 

and ice kisses of rain, M 

christening aristocratic lunatics, 

bored, and coming 

to stone the stoned erect 

and then become wet labyrinths JB 

strewn across the lawn, 

collecting light 

‘cross mossy canyons, M 

winking to the birds, U, 

smiling to their song. L 
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SoiTy bub. 

Same thing happened on the Jesus train. 




shi’t earlier’d loveshovel’s toil’t 




imagination earlier’d 

on their troublexotic flushingism 

waterdoom 

stinkdrain and ranchid 
pipes to mousetrap 
down dangle plunger 
deep pit whoknows? 

always possible the cloggy-not 
they may shittin: 

“Mine ain’t as smelly or brown as yours.” 

reality soonenuff’d tho 
on urgehard bowelgassy 


then how a halfbucket 
where sinking shower 
when poor wipe 
what cheezybate 
who holejuggle 

why no handle on this shuv’l?????? 


of course then helpless’d 
a Mountain oh but ploppy 
a flood fail 
turder and pape 
a lingerswamp 
poo hoo, poo hoo 



panic earlier’d 
on bathruin’s unlove 


until the lever suddenly’d up 
the fast-it high’d row 
the cascade magic’d all 
and a poetry school’d thru 
learning the finallyvoosh! 



what a fulfill! 
a sux-away-sess! 
LoveShovel toil’t victory! 

You too? 
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Lone Dog (Flash Fiction) 


A lone rustle along the evergreen ocean, 

The shuffle of four feet through the tall grass, relays through 
the valley. 




With Its motion, came a jingle of tags upon a collar. 
Dragging underneath, remnants of a leash. 

It had found itself 
Fed up and underfed 
With the world it left with. 

Took to scavenging 

And lapping dew from the alfalfa. 

It learned there is a world beyond a longer leash. 

It was lost. 

But in need of nothing. 







500 Lonely Lovers 
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Climbing the ladder is the only 
road I was supposed to know. 

Going slow and steady. 

Rowing the boat. 

Up to no where and gone past. 

Or on and beyond. 

In a martini glass.! 

I'm just a drunk JamesJ 
Shaken and stirred. ! 

But every mission I gcTon 
The lines get blurred 

I've got a couple lonely loveT?^ 

Who have a dozen lonely other^ 

And the rest of them are wondering^] 
What happened to each 
As soon as there's three 
There’s one out of reach* 

And as soon as there's 4 : 

There's a couple to meet.’ 5 
If any could stay in one place 
'That would be sweet I 
I If you ignore your needs 1 
1 You'll never feel complete ^ 

We think our heart's broken 
Hoping it really is 
You're not the only one 
No one wants to be with 

/// mi m „ 

I ve got a dozen lonely lovers 
Who have a dozen lonely 
We're happiest together 
When we embrace the weather 
We move like clouds, 

Bees, and diseases i/ J 

II you have a broken 
Can I have a couple pieces, 

To have and to hold^ 

Keep and grow old with 


You can have some of mine 
But raw meat tends to mold quick 
aSo I keep it in my ice chest 
sit preserves better frozen 
'But remember if you thaw it out 
You only get a moment 
^Sensitive tissue and 
I Irreparable damage get along^ 
i Better than the intended 
[Demographic of this song 

1 you're alive you g 
f Now we know whafs wrong 
. Nobody’s going anywhere ^ 
*We have to get along 




I want to focus on forever 
1 1 want to shackle my actions 
| Rewrite my life in fiction || 
Until i forget it's distraction s 
And ignorance ain't bliss 
It's an isolated mind 
Looking for someth ing\ 

It's impossible to find 
Im just an isolated soul^ 

So I let my mind loose ® 

But it gets out of hand vf^ 

And some times it meets truth 
So far so cute , ,\\\\^\\ 

I should have brought a parachute 
Falling in love hurts most. 

When landing in a cold bed\fi 
But this time I'm in a hammock]? 
And there's only room for one 
Tonight I fall in love with moon] 
And wake up with the sun j 

f r md 
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Spontaneous Combustion 




My cubby house is on fire 
What am I going to do 
Grab a bucket of water 
And water the garden too 
I love playing in the garden 
So many things to do 
Like tilling the soil, 

And planting the seeds 
And watching the flowers bud too 

The cubby house is a ruin 
As I clean up through the ash 
I come upon a rusty tin 
It must be my dads stash 
I'd spent all my pocket money 
So I was happy to find 
1 Notes of all denominations 

! Some of every kind 
i 

I jumped on my go kart 
1 Picked up my friend on the way 
\ We were feeling quite clever 

when we went to get sweets that day 
Aunty was at the drug store 


I knew in that moment that my life 
Would never be quite the same 


Quite surprised to see 
$100 bill in my fingers like the flag flying tree 
She didn't make a fuss at the drugstore 
But there was a look, in her eyes 
That told me to, eat my lollies quickly 
Really would be quite wise 


So we went to the castle 
And stuffed ourselves Sick 
When dads ute pulled in the driveway 
He was going incredibly quick 
he ran past the castle to the remnants of the cubby house p 
And there he stood so silently 
We scared like little mouse 

And as the cats claw came out 
And he screamed out my name 
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SAW 

marry extremes, with shit, construct a mud hut to house the 
hurt, pull tar from the essential organ; it sticks your fingers 
together, all we need now, are some white feathers, because 
getting whiteness dirty, is so damn satisfying, frisbee the 
Norton Anthology into a ditch, not even remotely sorry 
about it. why do we sacrifice Satan as if he were Jesus? if 
we don’t sin, then Jesus died for nothing, if we don’t 
glimmer, then Satan has naught to slink toward in New 
England wooded night. Young Goodman Brown has no well 
of blood in which to drown his Puritanical brain-washing, if 
we don’t scorch our hearts in a Colorado bonfire, we won’t 
know how to return Home to the Atlantic Ocean, if we don’t 
unravel our veins on the muddy slope beside Barker Dam, 
from whence would we collect Sweet Waters in such a dirty 
climate? if we don’t implore the sand to erase our bodies, 
our soul cannot golden its space within the larger space, if 
our roots don’t fuck Hell, then our branches will not get to 
kiss Heaven, and if we don’t scrabble up that tree, we cannot 
embody the day and night. Sun below, moon above, you are 
the star card, dispersed, in veiny cradle of baobab, a 
monkey, with a man’s body, and wings, horns, halo, i want 
to: do this every day, like blood-letting. 


•a 










Handling 


NEW WORLD 


WHERENOMAN 
HAS GONE BEFORE: 
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Staring into Amirrorca 
(Self Saturated Parody Poem) 

To be Read in the Key of Rage & Love 


Politics! 

Ahhhh! Roar! 

Goddamnit shit is fucked up 

The machine 

Commercials 

Advertising 

Junk science 

Mind control 

Bad! 

These are bad things and I don’t like them 
They make me feel bad 
& angry and like I should scream 
a string of rhyming words at everybody 
Moon Swoom Room Baboon 
& economics too 
Derivatives in the rain 
Mortgage backed pain 
Mean men suits 
Ego and idiots 
Religion Jesus meditation 
Pornography 
Jerk off 
Masturbation 
This American nation 
It’s complicated 
I get confused often 
Do you want to hear about it? 
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What else can 1 tell you? 

I have so many things to tell you 

Information 

Problems 

Sheep people not paying attention 
Cheap television 
The news 
I am so mad 
Are you mad? 

You aren’t mad 

I am madder 

I am the man of matter 

Matterman Clifford 

All whiskey piss and punk capital 

About to take a shit 



I hear the closing of a door 
An opening of a window 
A heat beat, 

Thoth... 




I call to flux, 

In the essence of Hermes. 

In the unrelent of manifest. 

Bound only 
By intentionality, 

Invoking the muse of chaos. 
Mercury in play 
Of the cosmic drama. 

Laughing through tears. 

Rising tides. 

Diminishing shores. 

In the burning power of creation, 
Conjuring words of change. 

Free will runs rampant. 

We are past exposition 
And have taken up the resolution. 
Or has the climax 
Yet to present itself? 

Between earth and sky, 

Echoes of shadow and light. 

Scales, scopes. 

Upon which the heart 
Is weighed against the feather. 

Have our wings grown? 

Even the essence of night and day 
Are both diminished in knowing the 
Part and parcel. 

One and the same. 


With so many lives stolen early 
In dichotomy. 

There hasn’t been a one lost in unity. 
Thus I call upon flux. 

To turn the wheel once more. 

For we are left separate. 

In sides. 
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In the unwritten fields 
poems chatter like grass in my breath. 

A gentle blowing teases the skin of my notebook 
possibilities trace the creases of my hand. 

The dog is the only Buddha laughing still, 
dancing around an empty stick, 
ripping apart the chattering poems 
into single voweled mantras. 


"Muh." 


What brain unempty of thought? 
v There is no movement, there is only 

v rushing wind 

like divine libido 
impregnating stillness 
with contrast. 
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ONE (Occasion of Merging Self w/Deitv/Gaia 


One, one we are all one.... 

One, one we are all one...(repeat, ad nauseum) 

Rubber ducky, you're the one 
I'm AWFUL... 

I'm fond of you. 

YOU!!! 

YOU....w/your Long, Cork-screwy, Drilling Schlong, 
Fucking & Sucking Petrol Bone Marrow 
Out of GAIA! 

OUT OF ME! 


One, one we are all one.... 

One, one we are all one.... 

The sky, the trees, the birds... 

Even the mosquitoes. 

Especially the mosquitoes! 

!!! FUCK!!! 

So many god damn mosquitoes! 

I did NOT consent to become one with vou!!! 

Do you feel so inferior? 

After bleeding and feeding on me.... 

Even after non-consensual intercourse... 

Do you feel SO inadequate, you must ejaculate poison into me? 

For only then, will I acknowledge your presence? 

For only then will / feel the sting of your microscopic prick? 
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The World Is Burning My Dick Off 
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doors of perception 


my desire, 
my hungers 
and more 

my discomforts galore 

sailing 

sailing 

hi w w r t; 

0* ^ Hi Cl ms 











“Dirt Road Shovel Sleep” 



Pillowed perfect 
Rest head 


Most slivered Silver sees my eyes 
We keep evenings together 


Strangely sleeping 

Was more rejuvenating than 


it's ever been 


She is my frequent path lighter 
Did she miss me? 


A cocoonish comfort 

I found some deep slumber on the side of a dirt road 


I left my watch unwound and didn't dare count wooled wolves 
I howled loud with those who bravely wore their own skin 
MeToo echoes, 

A lullaby melody 









rocket 

Fucking Rocket 

piercing 1H 

I am not ready. 

My mind, my heart, 
needs time to^ heal 

please. 






boots kick face 
blood pours thick 
knuckles break loose 
spit on concrete 
breathe gasoline 
fire stick smoking 
chasing headlights 
sleepless nights 
along the highway 




Beyond Academia: Core Program 

Poetics of the Real World 
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Speak The Truth 
Introductory Seminar 

Apprentice Level 

Week One - “ Home of the Brave, hmm? " 

Week Two - Roles of the Poet 
Week Three - Toolbox Intensive 

Week Four - "You Wanna Jump? You Really Wanna Jump?!" 
Introduction to Poetics of the Real World 

Poetic Constructs 
Editorial Workshop 

Apprentice Level Prerequisite: Speak The Truth 

Week One - Evolution of Forms 
Week Two - Vivisection: The Sonnet 
Week Three - Modern Poetic Forms 
Week Four - Breaking the Rules 
Week Five - The Formless 
Week Six - Projective Verse Intensive 
Week Seven - Experimental Poetics 
Week Eight - Poetics of the Real World 

Inside Yr Head / Outside The World 

Psychological Workshop 

Journeyman Level Prerequisite: Poetic Constructs 

Week One - “ What’s On Yr Mind (That You Didn 7 Put There)? 
Week Two - Programming the Human Bio-Computer 
Week Three - The Multiple Embedded Metaphor 
Week Four -Poetry, Psychology, & the Buddhas 
Week Five - The Magic Word: 

Writing as a Therapeutic &/or Spiritual Practice 
Week Six - Life & Poetics of a Crazy Cloud: Ikkyu 
Week Seven - Introduction to Drunken Poetics 
Week Eight - Occupy Yrself 

Bard Live 
‘Voice’ Workshop 

Journeyman Level Prerequisite: Inside Yr Head.. 

Week One - Bard Live Introductions 
Week Two - Evolving Yr Voice 
Week Three - Editorial Intensive 
Week Four - Editorial Intensive 
Week Five - Performance Dynamics 
Week Six - Microphones for Dummies 
Week Seven - Bard in the World: 

Spontaneous Audience Practicum 
Week Eight - “ The Final Cut"/Culminating Performances 
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Doors of Perception 


Key within my mind 
Open I will find I know 
The crickets fly fast 
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Winter is lonely 














Xiii (2). A Sequel... 



Messenger mercury, 
will you knock again? 

Pour out some stars for your homies tonight?’ 
Shot Awake in drunken gravitas 
growing fevered in the frozen draw 
cultivate this voice, this ROAR 
beyond the marble ghostwritten walls 
cross referencing cable crucified culture, 
prostrate before Lord White Noise, 
dragging flickering dick in the sand 


Rolling brass eyes rove our wasteland 

grease burned pupil slivers slough to the wrung skies as feathers 

and made spies, along the way 

sliding silently through grimey iron grates, 

mad swirling through new territories 

glimpsing green spider leg valleys wrestling 

through the blue cracked canyon cries of the Dead 

and the crisp orange rust salute of the Catcherman. 


the Catcherman believes. 

Oh, Messenger, he believes, 

wringing the last oil from his cracking palms, 

following the flow of that eternal constellation conveyor belt of 

sunnyside-up eyeballs, 

Aye, 

the Catcherman believes 

in a world where the prices been slashed on Belief, 
bleeding the fertility of his pulsating greyness 









Messenger Mercury, 
bring me them dreams of sharks again 
I ran out the need to drive and dope them off, 
serenade me with a gorey red wreath dripping 
around the cigar stubbed sun 

flinging cancer at all the proud white foam dry humping crystal bays 
and baptise the blank virgin blush of the chaste mandala page 
with the wise madness of the drooling muse, and protein rich 
ape shit flung upon these sacred leaves, 
begatting the pilgrimage of prophet flies 

a marching legion crusading upside down from margin to margin, 
marching to the Holy beat on their sticky, shit stained, pul villi feet. 



Messenger Mercury, 
midnight beyond. 

Hand me the Hammer again, 
stone me by these rocky climes 

and let me carve the black path home by Sister Moon’s sweet light 
I see her, upon my pilgrim lane, 
spread wide by the night and coming apart 
lined by protracting apex obsidian hourglass eclipse, 
coming back to herself inverted, in cannibal kiss 
and growing narrow to ignite 
the firefly stars 

to give birth by wings of oil slick plume- 
I chase it cross the rivers now, 
the seas, the puddles, the morning dew... 
it was a name, you see, I’ve heard whispered in dreams, 
Messenger Mercury, a name I once knew. 









TO BOLDLY GO 







matter of Obama 


^the 


In the matter of Obama, Barack Obama, that is, President 
Barack Obama, president of the United States of America 
" U.S.A. or the U.S. of A. 

That is, a country or nation or political entity as 
mythological as real, real as in material, touchable 
^measurable and weighable. 

| Mythological as tall tales told by short-sighted, near-sighted' 
I and far-sighted propagandists, historians and school teachers] 
I who are taught to teach what they are taught to teach - the 
j truth of events being secondary to a shining, dazzling image 
^ or fiction that can be framed by one star and one stripe. 

In the matter of Obama, president of these 50 states, so 
many states of consciousness, unconsciousness, wakeful 
agitation and sleepy, sloppy bloodstained aggression. 














1905 
























































It doesn’t matter now, he said. I didn’t get on. They said I 
was on and then they changed their minds or something. 
Look, he added, it would be great if you wouldn’t mention 
this to anyone. 
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Contraception is one of the facts of ife. 




Letter to the God 



Dear God of radical play, of blues 
and the moment, this one, any one, 

God of imaginary particles God of 
grape God of lust dear God of just 
being with me all the time be with me. 

Ludos I offer these rules for you to break, 
these boards for you to dance these words. 

I offer this body do with as pleases 
O God of the many Gods who are 
the multiples who are the one. Hit me 
please with another card. Put the crayon 
in my hand. When you roll you roll me 
and not the dice. I offer these toy 
soldiers, this plastic heart, this action 
figure for you to pose. Dear God of 
the quick minute and the lasting pause 
encircle me. Moat I'll be your castle. 

Dear generosity, dear fellowship, dear names 
we give each other each and every other 
is a gift you know by flame. Burn your 
instruction booklets, and teach me how to play. 






How 
does art 
work? 




I’ve been meaning to give you something minty 
but I killed the plant we used to make mojitos with. 
Your lime tree is gone too. 

I stopped taking care of things 
when you redid the electric circuit 
and left a note where my key sat 
under our doormat that said, 

“I needed to give it to my boyfriend.” 



Without offering a remedy he told her, “I no longer love 

you.” 


Dawn rises in a Pittsburgh police station. 
My father comes to get me, says, 
“You lack a spirit of detachment.” 
I ask, “Where did you get the cocaine in your wallet?” 

We never tell my mother. 

Give you something minty, 
we used to be a lime tree. 

Take care of electric notes . 

and keys sitting under our boyfriends. 


Without her, “I long to love you.” 


Minty limes, 
keys, 

boyfriends. 



Dawn stations itself in my father. 

“You lack detachment.” 
‘Where did you get the cocaine?” 

My mother. 


“I no longer love you.” 


Dawn detaches from cocaine. 
































Skin-starlight film of me 
like a heat haze 
over road or the 
hood of a car. 


He passes a finger into me 
searching without lamplight 
or canary into a gem chamber 
of gracious glowing shine. 


Invoking Erota, muse of Erotic Poetry 


A hand slips to cup my pubis, 

one finger slipping 

through my bush 

to reach my inner 

peach, my pit of 

love, edifice of 

creation, 

and mine, sweet, sweet 
and salty paradise 
of ocean water 
and life blood, 
paragon of intimacy. 


My orgasm will come 
and if it doesn’t, 
new heights still of 
peaks and plateaus too 
blinding to dare 
to walk, 
to cross, 

will stretch 
out infinitely various, 
repetitive and rhythmic. 
Centering myself on his eyes, 
blue pools, so cliche, 
in his face, sunned 
freckles across nose, 
tree-barked hair, grounding, 
the bright growl and yelp ot 
his snarl and exhale. 
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